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beautiful. The woman who, in a quaint and indescribably beautiful costume, read by the light of the fire the letter of her husband, pausing to re-read the passages that most impressed or astonished her, and that then threw herself back in the long oaken chair to dream of the arrival and the fortunes of her king and lover, might have stood in the Court at Camelot, and gained the wondering homage and obeisance of Sir Galahad, as well as Sir Lancelot. Her long braids of burnished golden hair were fair as those into which Sabrina wove the lilies, and the light of her wish or her promise might have stirred to any action of nobility or seduced to any deed of crime or shame. No less wonderful was the creature who, with hair blanched with sorrow and eyes steeped in a slumber that was not rest, stood like a spirit at the foot of the stairs, as she came to visit the scenes of past suffering and crime, and sought in vain to cleanse her hands from the imaginary stain. A creature so spiritual, 212